EUGENE MELCHIOR DE
VOGUE

IN these days, when competent literary work is
carried out punctually and monotonously by a large
body of more or less professional writers, something
more than the technical excellence of what is written
is needed to arrest our attention to the man who
writes. The author must offer some salient charac-
teristic, some definite mental colour or spiritual
form, if he is to be disengaged from the mob of
gentlemen who sweep carefully and briskly over a
wide variety of subjects. There must be a concin-
nity; the parts of a man's talent, character, history,
idiosyncrasy must be so fitted together as to present
a harmonious and definite effect. In such a con-
cinnity the work and person of the late Viconite de
Vogue do present themselves. On the crowded
literary stage somebody always made an appearance
when it was he who entered; a blank is manifest
now that he so suddenly and untimely quits it for
ever. In the few words that follow, written before
the leaders of critical opinion in France have had
time to sum up his qualities, an effort will be made